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[[\GERINGS WITH NATURE—NO 3.
BYT:!‘A.
GREENWOOD CEMETERY.

The City of the Dead! It is meet that it
ghould he more besutiful than that of the liv-
ine! It is fitting that roses should bloom and
I_‘_:l,.‘nr shadows fall upon the graves of the
Joved who bave gone before! It is just that
Divine Art should lay her magic hand upon the
,mental marble, and thus lend to the heart’s
y st aifection faultless embodiment! It is
i that God permits vs the grandeur and
qcfulness of the stately elm and drooping
,'}, Jw, the sparkling besuty of falling water,
.ud the brillisnt hues of opening flowers, to
cdors the cherished homes of our honored
Jead, sud prant us these types and shadows of
{he cry#'al fountains, the unfading bloom and
the immorts]l verdure of that blest home whith-
.1 they have gone. A dim vision of that bliss-
il shode is Greenwood Cemetery, with its
winsline of sonshine and shadow, lake ard
{uniain, statusry and flowers, ocean-views and

river-windings.

From Ocean Hill, looking far over the level
ilun, we bebold the whitening sea-foam ; and
w.m sy Grove Hill, we gaze in rapture upon
se ¢lussy waters of New York Bay, tremulous
sh the motion of laboring eteamers and flat-
wine sailing-vessels, Below us lies Brooklyn,
¢th its rural outposts and pleasant surround-
wss: while beyond the glittering water, far u:
‘e #ye can reach, stretches the Emporium of
i Yew World—the great islaod city. From
e srand view, encompassing so much of beau-

sstness, and power, we turn to the miracles
ire and the wonders of art, outspread at
our feet.  Delicate-bued blossoms, drooping
dywers, and porgeons shrubs, rise from the
sreen and mossy carpet, half concealing the
marole slub, or surrsunding the graceful statue |
or lolty monument. Cherub babes lie motion-
jes2 in their silent and stony quiet, and angel's
wirge, seemingly ever ready to flutter, still re-
wain changeless in their holy puority. The
% mocking marble moves not, nor even re-
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tyins the dripping tears which ever and anon
fall upen it, for the cherished dust beneath. |
ssa! bronze embalms a nation’s memories,
eraeful and loving hearts are enshrined
many lofiy monaments—silent, yet speaking. |
Winding aisles, long labyrinths, and ahadedi
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svenues, lead up the gentle slopes, and
are lost in the broad carriage-roads, which |
warder throush the whole ares, ofien curving
dowa to the water's edge, and revealing to the

enraptured eye dream-like visions of beauty,
unuttered and unutterable.

From the centre of the miniature lake rises a |
sinzle jet of water, high as the lurrmmdingil
iree tops, and, failling back, ripples the whole
sirfiee, even to the grasay bank, bestirring the
hewvr fulinre of the beautiful trees leaning ca-
wessingly to their own reflection in the sky-mir-
wor below, There, where the waving shadows
ireep. and the falling spray glitters in the warm
saniizht, open the deep-mouthed vaults; the
tinthic monuments, towering above, give to
mg landscape view an endless and en-
chanting wariety. There, where the silent
earth clods fall—there, where the wail of the
mournar and the proan of the afflicted chime
with the ripple of the wsters and the music of
the wirdi—there, ever-deepzning, widening,
sud expanding, we can view the living original
of those rapt picturings of Heaven’s portal,
#ith which the imacination is ever rife.

I the rood and the loved must die—if our
friends must be darkly buried out of our sight,
4t be amid the thick evergreens, beneath
the drooping willow, or beside the silver pop-
lar. et them lie near to kindred dust, in some
chirishad spot, where gentle hearts, when
woary of worldstrife, come to weep, and seek
th: soothing balm of Natura's presence. Green
trz#=, falling waters, and blue summer skies,
miy bhe seen elsewhere; but none so green, so
clear, and 8o deep, as those of Greenwood.

THE SLEDGE DRIVE TO CHURCH.
A TALE CE_BORWAY.
1

What a slrange, wild country is old Norway!
The brow of the earth, the forebead of the
werld, as the Scalds of old loved to eall it in
their songs. Kven in the map, how singular is
that japred, furrowed, long coast line, stretch-
g ubove s thousand miles, from the North
Cape with its eternal ice, down to a genial lati-
tide of wheat lands aud flowers. On this vast
senboard, water and land seem to have been
strugeling for the maslery, till at last all was
amicably settled by a division of the territory,
and the deep fiords run miles inland, and the
sleep promoutories project far out into the
ocean,  Truly it is a beautifal country, with its
zteat bosses of smow-fields, the long windin
ot the lake-like fiords, the roaring Foss, and the
endless pine forest. Then, too, what strange
sichis meet the traveller: the midsummer
1izht’s sun never setting, the months of dark-
uess, the shepherd’s life in the Saeters, the
wandering nomade Laps, and their encamp-
ments, the bear hunts, and the Old World su-
perstitions and customs which linger in the se-
cluded valleya.

Norway has still other and more important
¢'aims to notice: it is one of those few and fa-
vored countries where freedom is enjoyed, and
the hardy, prosperouns otry are living wit-
nesees of the worth of its immemorial institu-
tons.  Norway, also, was among the firat to
stake off the errors of Rome, and to embrace
te doctrines of the Reformation. It is true
that rationalism and indifference have long
~ chilled the Caristian heart of the country, but
10w itis throbbing with increased vigor, and
sevding warm streams of life-blood to the ex-
tremities of the land.

A pleasantlooking farm that of Ravensdal,
athing beneath some sheltering rocks in an
inlacd valley, not far from the Arctic. The
commodious dwelling was of blackened tim-
ber, adorned with carions carving, and pious
sayings cut in the beams; while clustering
round stood the cottages of the peasants who
cultivated the soil. Ia allthe province of Nor-
lsnd there was not a farmer more res
sud esteemed, or a more upright, honorable
man, than Andreas Jansen, the owner of Ra-
venadal,

_ It was early one Sunday morning in mid-
winter, and the Jansens were preparing to start
for church, s drive of many miles. Ouge of the
sledges had been recently disabled, so none of
the turm servants were able to go with them.
Rather 4 large party got into the remaining
eleigh, which, though a roomy one, was more
than full; but when the farmer proposed to
leave the two boys at home, there was so much
lamentation that he relented. Andreas handed
bis comely-looking wife Ingeborg to her seat;
the was followed by her sons—Raoul, the
yoanger, a walking bundle of fur, taking his
place on his mother's knees; Ella, the
ouly daughter, next stepped in; and

: € ¥y
carrying sowe wrap for his lady- came
Hugo, Ella’s betrothed, who the day had

arrived on snow-shoes from the southward, to
spend a few days at Ravensdal. Andreas

| dilemma as to

itw - yecessary to slart

betimes. As yet there wa - ¢ glimmer of day-
light, but moon and " fne with a radi.
ance unknown in our "\c, and there was
abundance of light for the¥ vrney. Buried in

4’ ot feel the cold

skivs and fars, the part
Tm excessive—the

which, though great,
absence of a bresth of w- 4, and the perfect
dryness of the atm r, - making it much
more endurable than e depression of
the thermometer would e * shis co S
was a grand event, this ¥ to church, for
weeks and weeks had p? since last they
were able to go. True, ! ydreas had every
Sunday a sort of prayer-mg ting at Ravensdal
with the neighboring peass_*d, but this did not
compensate for the lack of 32 public services.
Then, too, the whole fam™y thought it most
fortunate that the fairness ¢ the weather should
enable them to go on thifgspecial Sunday of
all others, for it was what  tey call sn altar-
day—i. e., the sacrament %as to be admin
istered. 'y

There was an eerie hen-;; in the scene; the
solemn mountains lifting v ‘heir hoary heed:
into the star-sprinkled sky-"te small tarn with!
its glittering icy surface, :
whose green ; )
with the snow, and the g f:eful birken trees,
those *ladies of the woo +" decked "out, as
little Raoul eaid, when th* first rime fell that
winter, in their white me™ les, all ready for
sister Ella’s wedding-day. - But, as if to make
amends for the stillness } dewhere, there was
no silence in the sledge. i;r reas turned round
to address his wife, or talk ~ to his horses, in
that brotherly way so char. “‘Peristic of the Nor-
wegian, who always makef T iends of the four-
footed creatures in his serv 33, and particularly
of his horses. Olaf, the £ ller boy, who wak
perched on Hugo's knee,-iter some vain at-
tempis to obtain his attel ©on, tarned to his
mother and Raoul, and ¥5{i up with them a
continuous stream of que ion and remark;
while Hugo and Ella, leining back in one
corner, heeding nobody but themselves, found
much to say to esch other in low, hnpp{etnnes.
And the tinkling of the merry sleigh-bells, as
they jingled round the horses' collars, made to
all this & most musical accompaniment.

One-third of the journey was over, when,
with a startled exclamation, Andreas suddenly
pulled up his horsea. At & turn of the road
there lay, extended on the snow, 8 human from.
In & minute the farmer had confided the reins
to Olaf, proud of the charge, and he and Hugo,
jumping down, ran to give assistance. The
pack at the man’s side told them that he was
one of those pedlars who wander from farm-
house to farm-house all over the country. Over-

t e

¢ stern old pines, !
looked almd : black contrasted : when tley bad

town, and, when these were passed, a long
stretcl pf.desolate country—wild, rocky val-
leys, 81l clsd in their snowy garments, with the

d snegmer chalets over them,
mockiag the traveller with an idea of human
life ; baneath, fm“inﬁ precipices of black rock,
where’ the §now could find no mtinﬁaphca;
through ‘piie wocds, whose venerable denizens
bad suryivd many generations of mortals,

. ' Moored 10 the rified rock,
Proof 10 the tempest shock.”

The chil kun were asleep, Raoul in his moth-
| er’s arma,  tho half unconsciously was humming
to herself ) hymn of praise as n{m mElped the
little nestl ng warm in her furs. Olaf, after
repeated ¢ ions that he was not in the
least sliepy, had been glad to lean his head

ainst his sister's shoulder; his eyes soon

;48 b was as sound asleep as his little
brother. Ella gave herself up to a dreamy
reverie, as she thought over the solemn commun-
ion service. the sermon, and then the bright
future we her. Pleasant though's they
were; w hor life’s horizon it was all blue sky
behind hee, and she saw still more before her.
And sodn tyese thoughta were woven together,
and brizht ¢astles in the air which made
her smile 15 herself as she pictured them before
ber miadeg eye; what Hugo and she would do
& home of their own—how they
would ‘veicome the wayfarer, nurse the sick,
and succer the dis i

Lopt ir her own thoughts, Ella had little
heeded a 10ise which was heard from time to
time, and which she fancied the fall of ava-
lanches fiom crag to crag in the mountains.
But now 1 Il on a sudden she remarked that her
father hal several times turned his head to
look back, and that his facs wore a troubled
expréssio ). “ What is it, father ? 7 she asked ;
“is there snything the matter?”

 Nothi 1g, nothing,” he answered, in a short,
stern mai ner, not at all usual to him—* I hope
nothing ; / and then murmured to himself, in &
lower ton+—* God grant it may be nothing.”

Her uressiness by no means lessened, but,
unders’ar ding be did not wish to be questioned,
she rema ped silent, but with her attention on

The dull noise in the rear certainly increased,
and was heard at fitful intervals, now almost
swelling into a note, then dying away, and was
dacidedly” nsarer than when first she had re-
marked %, The horses, too, seemed by some
wonderfal iy stinct to partake her father's unea-
siness. Tugt then, the noise began afresh, and
now an i nmistakable howl sent a flash of cer-
tainty to her mind. Unable longer to bear the
.euspense - she half rose, and gasped out—* Oh,
father, is it—is it the wolves?”’

” Thej are a long way behind,” said An-
dress; * we shall reach home well, never fear.”

powered by the cold, he had sunk into that
fainting, deathlike gleep, from which there is

tinct ; so seeing & chalet close at hand, which
in the summer had beer§used as covert for
cattle, and now was a sfore for firewood, they
carried him there, and, kindlinz a fire on the
outside, they rubbed his limbs till some warmth
returned, and poured soige corn brandy (which
no Norwegian travels without) down his throat!
and he partially revived. K All this occupied
some time, and now they were quite in a
what to do next. Leave
him they could not, to take him on with them
was impossible; he was not sufficiently re-
covered to bear the air, even if they could
make room for him in thit state. To turn back
and take him home was nlmost a2 difficult, and
if so they must give up church entirely. Ella,
who had alighted to assist them, at last said, in
adecided tone, “ There is but oue thing, father,
we can do: Hugo must stay with the poor
man."”

“Yes,” said Hugo, “that is the best plan.
You drive on to church, and take us up i the
afternoon as you return; by thai time he is
sure to be ali right.”

“ Well," said Andfeas, “it does seem the
only way; but it willl.’!n a sad disappointment
for you, m r gir

"yl :lo {:optoo knlgw that,” muttered Hugo;
“ghe was the first to propose getting rid of
me."

“ Now, that is too bad,” said Ella, with a
face rueful encugh to satisfly her lover, “ when
you know I have been dounting for weeks and
weeks upou your being with us for this altar
Sunday.”

It clearly was the myst feasible plan, and so
it was settled. Ella marmured to Hugo aa he
helped her into the sledge aguin, “God will
not the less bless our gngagement, that it be-
gins with an act of self-denial.” i

Some provisions, which had been put into
the .sledge ready for any emergency, were
handed ount to Hugo, end he was entreated to
take care of himself as well as the pedlar, and
to keep up a good fire,’

% Certainly,” said he; “no fear of not do-
ing that. Why, here ie firewood enough to
roast half a dozen oxen whole. You are sare
you will be able to do without me; Father
Andreas 7 " v

‘“ Perfectly. The horses are quite mannge-
able, the road good, and the weather set fuir—
we can have no difficulty.”

So they started off“again, Olaf sauncily rall-
ing out to Hugo, that, now he was goue, Illa
would be of some use to other people, and “hat
the rest of the wﬁ weuld gain, ot lose, one
by his departure. However, Ella was not in-
Jinad to be lively, and her gravily infected
even the high spirits of her young brotkers.
The remainder orti’a drive was rather dal} for
all ies, and every one was glad when, the

ed roofs of the small town came into sight.
%ehs Jansens drove to a relation’s house, ‘put up
the In:l'lal‘i left their outer coverings in the
sledge, and then gptered the church soon after
gervice had comrrenced. The pastor wrs a
venerable old mas, dresasd in the black ;an-
onicals of the Tutheran clergy. A thick
white ruff was rognd his neck, his long white
hair floated over his ehoulders, while, on
account of the cold, he wore a black velvet
skall-cap on his bead. Prsdyen and singing
over, he commenced his discourse without
notes of any kind, apd in a strain of sigsple,
fervid eloquence; which riveted the attertion
of hia auditors, hy expounded the sublime,pre-
cept which Christianity first inculeated, of doing
to others what we would that they should do to
us. The sermon over, some christenings fol
lowed, and then the communion. The service,
which had lastel mgre than three hours, at
length terminatel, and they emerged from the
church. Many vere the greetings to be ex-
changed betweex, friends and neighbora unseen
for long, and it some time ere the Jansens
reached the relation’s house, where they were
to partake of the mid-day meal. This over,
they dig Hnot linge: lon[?d for Andress had

i8 u would return as soon as
pmmpouible. Asg:h:l;e, were leaving the town, they
were stopped near the parsonage by the pastor,
who pressed them to come in and see the Frau
Pastorinn. Andreas explained the reasons
which made thein anxious to be off, and the
m f:d man, shaking him heartily by the

pected | “So some of Jo: have been acting what I
have been lpruiin r, playing the good S8amar-

jtan. Well, well, i shall not lack its reward.
Go:;. bless y:m, frier 4 Andreas!”

1L
-
short-lived ern day had lo
']I::]“ving thon ed wooden n!

gurrounding the chLarch behind
n...":ﬁ their homeward
vonedal Bat little "'u:fud“ﬁm missed,
lorious worthern were up, stream-
if:;.uﬁ:&ainglihﬁmhmmm*m

far than the pale Arctic winter son,

mounted to hias touched with the
whip the three hmg:;ﬂn,;-.‘ o

unicorn fash.

But tk & farmer’s face contradicted hia cheer-
ful ord 4 and with a cinking of heart as, if its

oftentimes no waking. At first, all cfforts to* 8ction hsd been stopped, aud then a tumultu-
| rouse him failed, but life was evidently not ex- ous rusb of blocd through her veins, Ella sank

! back in ‘er seat. It was a fearfal revulsion of
feeling L3 be thua suddecly torn from a stste of
dreamy severie, and brought face to face with
a great danger. The fainting sensation- was
ove® ditectly, and closiug her eyes for o mo-
meht, ad murmuring a heartfelt prayer, her
naltiral coorage retarned. Ella had till then
only sesn dead wolves, the trophies of the
chase, snd once or twice one securely muzzled
on ita way to some foreign menagerie; but too
mshy ¢readed wolf-stories are current round
Norwegian hearths in the winter for her not to
divine 1 g greatness of the peril, and she tried
to talei iate their probable distance from home,
and the chances of escape.

Frau Ingeborg next heard the howl, znd
uke‘]l se same terrified question as her daugh-
ter .

“OF God, my poor children ! " was her only
ex;‘.‘lsr.u stion ; and then she, too, was calm and
still.

Nea, er, nearer is the howling—faster go the
terrifie’ horses; their instinet has told them the
danger Ella gently disengages herself from the
sleepir ¢ Olaf, and, unbidden, gets out the rifla
and p wder-flask, and in silence looks to the
loisdin,  Andreas’s eye falls on her; he is
even & that moment pleased with the fruit of
th tre (aing he has given his child, in her pale,
compq.ed face and steady hand, like a brave
Norse maiden as she was. Her eyes are now
straing | to look back as far as she can. Ere
long, 64 the brow of a hill they have descended,
she se¢ s a'black moving mnss agninst the eky.

“1 .ee them, father, but they aﬂ&r off

“.’I

X A g-oan escapes from Andreas. “ God help
us, tk ;nl"” he mutters. Wife and daughter
read ks face, and from their hearts, too, goes
up th t agonized prayer. Ah! well may they
pray i , On came the pack, some half hundred
gfunt hungry wolves, their dismal howl freez
ing th  life-blood of the Jansens. The horses
buun( onward with red nostrils and panting
siles” they go like the wind, but the distance
is ste dily diminished. And the howl of the
wolve sounds like a mocking demon ery—

“E% ha! ye go fast, we faster; ye are few,
wa ar’ many. It is cur lurn now. Ye are the
hunte |, we the huntera. Ha, ha! how lika ye
the ct snge?

“Would it not be ible,” gaid Ella, “ to
take r,fuge in one of tm chalets? Could we
not byrricade ourselves there ? !

“It would be only quicker death. The
wolves would soon force the door; there would
be net fastenings of sufficient strength to resist
them.”

ed above, around—neither help nor
ko be seen. The pitiless earth was
WTap) one vast winding-sheet of snow, and

‘the cold glancing lights in the sky revealed
caly too clearly their deaperate condition. A
odld damp stands on the farmer's brow; still,
be goides his horses with firm hand, speaks en-
cpurtgingly to them, and though he, knowing
the peril best, haa given up hope first, ke re-
laxee ng effort. It was hard, in the first flush
¢f manhood, the prime of life, with the blood
¢oursing thfough every vein in strength and
f'ower, to have nothing to do but die. As he
Iboked at his dear ones, he thought, were these
but safe, death would not be so fearful ; but,
then, the image of the pleasant home at Ravens-
¢al rose up before him ; and to leave all this,
fo die, and leave no name, no heir behind, it
was hard! Was it not a triumph of Christian
taith that he, thus circumstanced, could bow his
liead meekly, and say, “ Thy will be done ?”
-Dame Iugeborg said nothing, but her tears
fell fest over the neatling Raoul she was strain-
ing to her heart,and, as the child started at the
toise, she hushed him off to sleep as carefully
As. if he had been in his little bed at home,
thankful that one at least of her darlings was
;lpuei- the anguish of this valley of the shadow
of death. And yet to her aroee a ray of light,
A glesm of happiness, as she thought that she
4nd ‘31l her dear ones would cross the river of
death at the ssme time. No widowhood, no
orphanage, no childleasness—the parting of a
moment, and then the eternal reunion in blisa.
roused by his sister's rising, had awoke,
and, seeing the wolves, had burat out into terri-
fied crying; but when Ella gently bade him
pray to Gai,and try and be a brave boy, he
cniht the infection of her calmnesa: Swallow-
ing his tears, he knelt on the seat, and, hiding
hia face in the for wraps, that he might not see
the object of his dread, he m y tried to
stifls his sobs, and repeated over and over again
his gimple prayer,

comfort was hers; her best-beloved was safe,
and, as she thought, with a thrill of joy that

seemed strange at such an i Shrough an
act of self-denial towhiehahahi'd:'iﬁ hir,

and which God was bl—mg by
The wolves were gainin ; they could dis-
 tinguish the fiery eyes, red topgues hang-

out. .
; ul%lla,, as she saw one in advance, quite close

the alerf to discover the cause for anxiety.|h

with hunger. The one I have killed will be de
vonred, and then "

His words were verified. In five minuntes’
time, they again heard the baying of the pack;
and they were soon in sight, their appetite
whetted by the taste of blood—on, on, with in-
creased ardor for the chase. Again was one
shot down—again occurred the temporary lull,
and then afresh began the ghastly hunt,
- “ There is but one charge more, father,” said

illa, -

* We will save it as long as we can,” was
Andkrm’a reply. And his voice was hoarse and
husky.

111

We left Hugo at his Good-S8amaritan deed of
kindness towards the hawker. The man soon
recovered sufficiently to sit up, and give some
account of himself. As Andreas Jansen had
supposed, he had lost his way, travelling from
ona farm-house to another, and had sunk ex-
hansted into the decp slumber which geverally
sabsides into death. In answer to hisinquiries
a3 10 how he had been found, he heard about
the intended drive to church, and discovered
the self-denial Hugo had practised in giving up
the expedition to take care of him.

“T owe you thanks, young man, You have
preferred remsining with an old pedlar in diffi-
culties, to accompanying your betrothed. Itis
a dull exchange.”

“ Indeed,” said Hugo, I am quite repaid
by seeing you all right again, I was afraid, at
first, it was all over. What a narrow escape !
&not};er half hour, we should have been too

e-!

 Yea, another lease of life,"” said the hawker,
Fmvely; “apared a little longer by the Heaven-

Friend who has stood by my side in many

angers during a long life of wandering.”

“ Let me hear your experiences. How much
you must bave geen! It will be honrs before
my friends are back. Talking them over will
help while away the time.”

The sketch Eric Peterman gave of hir life
was indeed remarkable. He was one of those
pious men not unfrequently met with in Nor-
way, who, while earning their livelihood by
awking, are at the same time hamble mission-
aries, Bible and tract colporteurs, holding prayer
meetings in the villagea when they can get a
congregation, and, in an uncbtrusive way, often
doing a great desl of good. Like most of his
brethren, he was & man of few advantages of
education, but well versed in the Scriptures,
and possessing native elognence, combined
with the unfailing attraction of a soul thorough-
ly in earnest, and ennobled by the pursuit of a
lofty and disinteresied aim. He had been a
disciple of the cclebrated Hauge, the John Wes-
ley of the North, and had shared some of his
imprisonments at a time when little about re-
ligious toleration was known in Norway. Many
times Le had traversed the ccuutry, and even
penetrated far into Russian Lapland. One
whole winter ke had been weather-bound on
one of the Lotfodens. Strange etories could he
tell of periis by land and perils by water, ship-
wrecks, and hair breadth eseapes from robbers
who coveted his pack. Thke time passed
quickly in listening to such narratives. The
record of thia good man's lifs was like a living
sermon to Hugo; the exposition of Goepel
truth in 8 most inviting form, the example of
one who had practised all he taught. After a
pause, during which they had been partaking of
the contents of Dame Ingeborg's basket, Eric
said, rather abruptly—

‘ By the bye, I heard some unpleasant news
at the farm I was at yesterday. They say &
large pack of wolves has come down from the
fielde to the northward; the early and severe
winter this ceason is suppesed to have driven
them down. Some hunters ont on a bear-chase
a few days back had a narrow escape; they re-
port the wolves as going to the south.”

“1 hope not,” eaid Hogo; “they had heard
nothing about it at Ravansdal, No more had
I; but then I came from the contrary direction.
I hope not, though I should like it above every-
thing il we conld muster a strong party, and
have a good hunt ; but wolves are fearful foes
to meet unprepared.”

Uedefined apprehensions he could not shake
off filled the young man's mind ; and, after try-
ing to talk of other things, he came hack to the
wolves, and to speculations as to their position
and movements. So time sped on, and he paced
up and down with a growing uneasinees he in
vain told himsell was ungrcunded and absurd ;
and he longed for the return of the sleigh, to
terminate these eecret fears. Fric had been
listeving intently for eome minutes, and all at
once exclaimed—

“ There, now, I hear a howl!”

Hugo threw himaelf on the snow to hear bet- | P

ter, and ere long heard the same sound.

“I fearitis sc, It is far, but, oh, in the
same direction they have taken.”

After eome moments of intense attention,
both men satisfied themselves that it was not
the howl of a solitary wolf, and that it was
steadily advancing.

* 0L, tell me what we can do,” eried Hugo ;
‘it is on the track which leads from the town,
just the time they would be on the road. My
poor Ells, what can I do?”

“ Unarmed a3 we are, it is orly by remaining
bere we can be of auy service, and this is a
position we can easily defend. With that
amount of fire wood at our back, I wounld defy
an army of wolves. Look! the chalet stands
in a recess of rock ; from point to point we can
make a rampart of fire,” 8o eaying, he began
to arrange fagots in & line from one point of
rock to the other, leaving an open space in the
centre. I think, with you, young man, that your
friends are on the road, and that the wolves are
pursuing them, else we should not hear that
continuous howling nearer and nearer. I am
leaving this space for the sledge to pass; the
wolves would never dare to attempt to follow
through such a wall of flame as we can raise.”

“Hist] 1 hear the gallop of horses,” said
Hugo, kneelirg on the snow.

“ Then et fire to the barrier. It may be a
beacon to them, and show them where we are.”

“ This was done, and the bright pine-wood
flame was ere long streamirg into the sky.

“ Now,” said Eric,  get more fagots ready,
for you and 1 muat be prepared to close up the
passage immediately the sleigh is safe.”

“But the horses,” said Hugo, * will the;
pass between two such fires as we have here?”

“ No fear ; they are terrified enough to leap
over a precipice, if it came in their way—any-
thing, everything—to escape those that are
after them."”

A few minutes passed in breathless suspense,
during which the noise of horses and wolves
became louder and louder,

“ Ahl there they are,” cried Hugo, “and the
whole pack close behind. They see us; An-
dreas is flogging the horses. Oh, God! there
is 8 great wolf close upon them | I would give
ten years of my life for a rifle for one instan
Andreas dares not leave the reins, la is
standing up; she has the rifle. Good heavens!
the wolf will spring at her. No, she has fired—
nhcit h'im down! My brave Ella! my own dear
girl

Another second, and the sledge was in the
haven of refuge provided by the forethought of
the pedlar, from the ruthless wolves, behind
the barrier of flames. The exhausted horses
had stopped of themselves ; the Jansens were
beneath the shelter of the chalet, half fainting,
scarcely iting their preservation. As soon
a8 he could speak, the farmer said, in & tremu-
lous toue, * Wife, children, let us thank God 1”
and, koeeling, with the tears rolling down his
hardy cheeks, in a few words of heart warm
tbankfulnesa he returned thanks for their de-
liverance from a bloody death.

It was some time betore sufficient com
returned to relate all that had , and when
that had been done, Andreas said, “ Our pastor
might well say, ‘ It shall in no wise lose ita re-
ward.” If you"—turning to the pedlar,  had
not required assistance, if Hugo had not re-
mained, we must all have peri:f Sy

The Jansens had to stay in the chalet that
night; but when the next morning dawned, the

ves had all di and

home with ease and + A few days later,

Andreas and Hugo had the satisfaction of ex-
hibiting some wolves' skins, as trophies of their
vanquished enemies,

Nort BrooxrizLp, Mass,,
November 10, 1857.
To the Editor of the National Era :
A demagogue is one who appeals to popular
ignoranee or prejudice for the accomplishment
of a political or private end. Is not this a good

.definition ? Allow me to address you briefly on

the demagoguism of credit money advocates.
There is large room for such vulger appeals, in
the discussion of this question of the currency.
Very little is understood of the nature and uses
of money by the people. They kuow how to
earn and how to apend it; but, when they are
deprived of their daily bread by a revalsion of
the discordant elements of our carrency, they
“don’t know what harts them.” For this reason,
our stalesmen have most degraded themselves,
when, for party or personal motives, they have
led the people, on this question, by the very
long nose of their stupidity.

Mr. Webster showed something of this dispo-
sition when, in his speech on the removal of
the deposites from the National Bank, he
spoke of the generous aid given Lo young men
by the banks who discount to get a circulation.
He koew, or onght to have known, that these
institutions discount to those who can pay most
for favor, to those who have more wealth and
influence, and can keep the best bank account
and the largest permanent deposites. He should
have known that, by increasing the risks of
business and the risks of credit, young men
especially snffer, and that credit money does
this.

But one charge against a value or “hard
money " currency is most ‘scandalously false,
and most unworthy of a man. It has been ut-
tered and repeated in Congress, and by dema-
gogues elsewhere. It is, that a value money
system tskes from the wages of the laborer.

oliticiang, who are affected with an intermit-
tent love of the laboring man, are brought to
have peculietly strong views of this every leap
year, in the fall. There was an instance of
this, of considerable force, in the last Presiden-
tial campaign, It was a display of that epirit,
which is most dungerous to Freedom, from
those of power and ivfluence. All will recol-
lect the epithet which was applied to Mr. Ba
chanau—*ten cent Jimmy”—a matter amall
in itself, but possessing significance in respect
to that all-important question which will before
long be agitated. Could laboring men vote for
one who would reduce their wages to fen cents
a day? 1If such questions are to be asked in
future, with such a spirit and meaning, well
may the friends of financial reform turn to the
people, to teach them what is money and what
are wages. Mr. Henry C. Carey, of Philadel-
phia, the most learned, voluminous, laborious,
and, erroneous of political economists, virtually
repeated this charge, without ita coarse vulgar-
ities. In his “ Twenty-five Reazons for Sup-
porting John C. Fremont,” he would support
him, because be was not in favor of advancing
our manufactures by degrading our people to
the level of the pauper laborers of Europe.
Firet disclaiming any partiality for Mr. Bo-
chanan, let me state the origin of this epithet.
Like a sensible stateeman, uot as the feed ad-
vocate of the bavks, he saw the evil effects of
credit money upor onr manufacturee, and ad-
vocated, at some time, in Congrees, the adop-
tion of a value money system of currency, as
that under which our manufacinres might com-
pete with foreign fabrics, and the price of labor
be reduced to its natoral point.

Mr. John Davis, of Massachusetts, followed
him with atatistics, showing that the wages of
the German laborer, to which Mr. Buchanan
had compared that of the American, were about
ten cents a day. Of course the ery at once was
raised of starving the laborer, to advance the
manufactures of the country. “ How much
better it would be,” would Mr. Editor Greeley
say, “simply to impose a tariff on foreign
goods, than thus to starve the laborer on fen
cents a day ; why, that would not buy a pound
of meat!” Ah! but would it not? Certain-
ly, if labor cost only that. What are wages ?
'f"’be reward of lahor—the laborer's share of
the production of the country. In distributing
this, something is used as money, in order that
the laborer may take his share when he pleases,
where he pleases, and in what commodity he
leases. Now it is true, that in thia country
the laborer obtains very great wages. He does
50, becauge there is no great power of capital to
rob him of his just due. He does not have

t wages in that he gets one or two bank
E;ﬁ:every day. He gets a certain show of the
whole national income, determined and regu-
lated by competition. This constitutea his
wages. By the existing standard of prices—
money—thia share is called so much—one dol-
lar or two dollars. If the standard of prices be
80 altered that it be called fifiy dollars or one
hundred, it makes his real wages no greater.
Money serves to exchange commodities ; and,
according to the want of it is it dear or cheap,
just a8 other things are. Suppose the amount
of money to be doubled, the prices of those
things whose exchange the money effecta are
doubled, very nearly. Everything is called
something else ; but it is what it was before.
Thus, by the inflation of the currency, the nom-
inal, the money wages of labor have been in-
creased. The laborer has not been benefited,
but the country may have suffered loss in its
manufactures. Bo, whenever a value carrency
is urged, the laborer is befooled into the idea
that he i8 to be cheated ont of his earnings,
Well may they shudder at the idea of receiving
seventy-five cents a day, if flour is thirteen dol-
lars per barrel. But a barrel of flour will feed
the same number of mouths for the same length
of time, whether its value be expressed by
the Scripture penny or the American dollar.
The bosom of our Pennsylvania economist
should swell with complacency and love to the
Continental Congress, for givieg such splendid
pay to its soldiers. Yet, unfortunately, such pic-
tures have always two sides; and the colonel’s
pay hardly kept his horse in oalts.

ow wretched must the poor landlord, of
scripture, have been, when, for feeding and tend-
ing the wounded Jew, he received the miserly
reward of the—miscalled—* Good SBamaritan!”
Yet we doubt not that he was particularly well
pleased at having so gocd a customer and pay-
master; and that the two shillings (or some-
;h_ir_neiln;u that sum,) went as far towards the
pu of some finery for his wife, or luxu
for himself, as did the pay of the patriot land-
lord who had one hundred doliars for a day’s
enm‘nn:;nt. The hGermsn Ilaborer is not
poorl id because he gets only “ten cents
a ‘dsy,; l!:w the English, in that h{a has nn'lly fif-
ty cents; nor ia the American well paid be-
cause he has one dollar and a half. But Ger-
many diminishes very much the laborer’s share
of the national prodace, by the cost of sustain-
ing her many useless Courts. England eats up
half her income in feeding her idle soldiery, in
sustaining her costly establishments, and in
paying interest on her terrible debts, and,
thu’l:fm'a, has not so much, by half, to divide
among her laborers. America is free from the
terrible folliea of the Old World; and, there-

her laborers are well paid—ot

she has a false, deceitful, and huriful carrency,
but in spite of this evil. Not only does the la-
borer not gain by this fictitions increase of
prices, but he loses by it, through the disturb-
ance of his employment and pay. It may be
true, that, in the fever of speculation, engen-
dered by this credit money, employment may be
more freely offered, (though this i8 not affected
by the mere increase of money,) and wages
may be high. Bat the terrible day of reckon-
ing “ pours on him ita seven-fold vial.” Noth-
ing can compensate the laborer for the loas of
employment and mr'onu wages ; and
workingman will feel this winter.
Woﬂgﬁﬂ. by what
cause this suffering has been induced, and de-

A TOUCHING EXTRACT.

“The room, then, was made ready; and,
though I took some pains not to speak of the
arrangement too suddenly to Mary, yet there
was no need of disguise or hesitation ; for when
at last I told her, ‘Is that all?’ said she, and
took my hand with one of her blessed smiles,
and vowed that she snd Jemima would keep
the room as pretty and neat as possible, ¢ And
I will cook your dinners,’ added she; *for you
know you said I made the best rolly-polly pud-
dings in the world." God blees her| I do Iiuk
some women almost love poverty; bat I did
not tell Mary how poor I was, nor had she any
idea how lawyers', and prisons’, and doctors’
fees had dimiuished the sum of money which
she brought me when we came to the Fleet, It
was not, however, destined that she and her
child should inhabit that little parret. We
were to lesve our lodgings on Monday morn-
iug; but on Saturday evening the child waa
eeized with convulsions, and all Sunday the
mother watched snd prayed for it; bat it pleas-
ed God to take the innocent infant from us, and
on Sunday, at midnight, it lay a corpse in its
molher's bosom. Amen. e have other chil-
dren, happy and well, now round about us;
and from the father’s heart the memeory of this
listle thing has almost faded; but T do believe,
that every day of ber life the mother thinks of
the first born that was with her for so shert a
while; and many and many & time has she
taken her daughters to the grave, in Saint
Bride's, where he lies buried, and wears still at
ber neck a little, little lock of gold hair, which
she took from the head of the infant as he lay
smiling in his coffin. It has happened to me
to forget the child's birth-day, but to her never;
and often, in the midst of common talk, comes
something that shows she is thinking of the
child still—some simple allusion that is to me
inexpressibly affecting. I shall not try to de-
ecribe her grief, for such things are sacred and
secret; and a man has no business to place
them on paper for all the world to read. Nor
should I have mentioned the child's loss at all, |
but that even that loss waa the meana of a great
worldiy blessing to us, a8 my wife has often
with tears and thanks acknowledged. While
my wife was weeping over her child, I am
ashamed to say 1 was distracted with other
feeliBgs besides those of grief for its loss ; and
I have often since thought what a master—nay,
destroyer—of the affections want is, and have
learned from experience to be thankful for
daily bread. Thst acknowledgment of weak-
ness, which we make in imploring to be relieved
from hunger and from temptation, is surely
wisely put in cur daily prayer. Think of it,
you who are rich, and take heed how you turn
8 beggar away. The child lay there in its
wicker cradle, with its sweet fixed smile in its
face, (I think the angels in heaven must have
been glad to welcome that pretty innocent
smile;) and it was only the next day, afier my
wife had gone to lie down, and I sat keeping
watch by it, that I remembered the condition of
ita pareuts, and thought, I can't tell with what
a pang,that I had not money left to bury the
little thing, and wept bitter tears of despair.
Now, at last, 1 thought I must apply to my
poor mother, for this was a sacred necessity ;
and I took paper, and wrote her a letter at the
baby's side, and told her of our condition. But
thank Heaven! I never sent the letter; for, na
I went to the des to get sealing wax, and seal
that diemal letter, my eyes fell upon the dia-
mond pin that 1 had quite forgotten, and that
was lying in the drawer of the desk. 1 looked
into the bed room—my poor wife was asleep;
she had been watching for three nights and
days, and hed fallen maleep from sheer fatigue;
and I ran out to & pawnbroker's with the dia-
mond, and received seven guineas for it, and
coming back, put the money into the landlady's
hand, and told her to get what was needful.
My wife was still asleep when I came back;
aud when she woke, we persuaded her to go
down stairs to the landlady’s parlor, and mean-
while the necessary preparations were made,
aud the poor child consigned to its coffin.”

=

TEE FLOATING CITY.

Everything concerning the Great Eastern
has an interest for our readers, and we there-
fore copy the following carious parficulars :

The accounts received from England of the
progrees of this mammoth steamer intensely
interest the American public. The certainty
of her completion, and that within a short time,
is now univereally admitied, and her propor-
tions, character, and finish, are now palpable
to the eye. Without going into detail, which
would te an endless task, we may form some
idea of her by alluding merely to the generali-
ties which befon-r to her design and structure.
Her upper and lower decks may be estimated
by the acre, and 1,600 workmen employed
about her are out of speaking distance, and
appear &8 but & handfull. The state eabins
are as large as the parlors of a New York houss
of twenty-two feet front, and they open upon
regular equares and streets, as if city built.
They will be found by numbers, lighted by a
gas company on board the ship, be indicated
by & directory for the use of passengers, and
be patrolled at night by a regular police. The
saloons into which the passengers can enter
from the streets, for recreation or from cuoriosi-
ty, will be as large as most of those found in
our best hotels, being in fact equal in gize to
the main deck of a line of-battle ship.

Her population will be 400, those resident
permanently on board ; but 10,000 travellers
can be accommodated at a time, should 80 many
desire to make a voyage in company ; 250 tons
of coal per day will be the fuel required to keep
her in motion; and when the whole power of
the combined engines is working, it is the same
a8 if the ship were dragged along by 11,500
stout horses, or 57,500 men.

There is on board this ship, according to this
calculation, force enough to drive all the ma-
chinery in Manchester, to lift & column of
200,000 gallons of water 200 feet high in &
minate. We can hardly comprehend how her
plans were ever arranged by ordinary common
minds, or those sccuatomec{ only to the usual
details of engineering. The idea of a combi-
nation of paddle engines and screws was a bold
one, ouatstripping, apparently, all the necessi
ties requirements of the case. The paddle
engines are oscillators of 74 inches diameter,
and 14-inches stroke, working up with 15
pounds of steam, and 11 strokes per minute, to
the power of 3,000 horses.

The boilers are in sets, each having about
8,000 square feet of tube surface. Small auxili-
ary high-pressure engines are placed near the
large ones, like servants near their master, to
do the small work of the ship—drive the pumps,
hoist eail, and various other little matters, to
save the time or the number of the men. The
screw engines, consisting of four cylinders of 84
inches diameter, and four-feet stroke, work up,
with 15 pounds pressure, and 45 strokes per
minute, to the power of 4,400 horses, but with
25 pounds of steam and 55 strokes per minute,
to the power of 6,500 horsea. These also have
some mechsanical attendants, in the shape of
two auxiliary hipb-preum engines, to do the
smadl business of the screw.

But the most curious thing about her is the
fleet of steamers and yachts she will carry on
board, to be used in case of accidents at sea,
for the safety of the passengers. Astern he.rciul-
dle-boxes will hang two screw steamers, each of
which will be one hundred feet long, sixteen feet
beam, forty-horse power, and one hundred and
twenty tons—almost equsl to a large Albany
sloop ! and beside this, there will be a whole flset
of yachts, decked, masted and rigged complete,
ready for a regatta or a cruise to save life.
Her anchors, cables, masts, are all on the
same magnuificent scale, and the very ways on
which she is to be launched are being con-
structed as if they were to be the foundation of
a fortress. Some sanxiety is felt by scientific

dead heads throogh here as it js.”
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.of men ; and when
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tralizg the action of the ship, and leave it frce
to ol:ey the *directive force of the earth’s polar-
ity.'

It would be a curious thing, however, if, when
this great steam loviathan were afloat and ready
to sail, it should be found that the compasses
were pot to be trusted, and that their variation
could not be calcalated. The secrets of mag
netisra and electricity are only beginning to be
disclosed, but our knowledge of them is %n.
creasing every day, and we have no douhbt that
not only navigators will be able to trust im-
plicitly to the needle on board iron ships, but
that magnetism will indicate by ita force, in-
tensity, and variation, the precise position where
the chserver is at the moment. This is an in-
ference of our own, from facts that have recently
come within our knowledge.

The Great Eastern may be considered the
mastyrpiece of naval architecture, and her fu.
tare career is expected to decide some great
queations, If successful in all respects, she
will le imitated, and thousands will be trav
elling' about the world, ns groups of families
now do. Some seaports that have been famons
will %l in decline, deep water determining
their value. Sailing vessels will become curi-
ositi¢s ; population will tend to that happy
coun:ry where life is most agreeable and health-
ful, and where there is most proaperity and
freedom. The face of the civilized globe will
be af’zcted by the substitution of these great
steanters for the small craft of 3,000 tons, and
the s'rength of nations will be changed, as well
a3 th balance of power. Such at least are the
theories of some very sensible persons,
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CONFERRING DOCTOR'S DEGREES.

The prodigality of parchment indulged in by
some of our universities about the commence-
meni season is traly wonderful. Having it in
their power to make Doctors of an indefinite
numdér of mavkind, they seem disposed to ex-
ercise their prerogative to the utmost. Lvery
trustee, of couree, has a friend ; and this friend

| he d2ems it & special duty to have dubbed a
D. I*. or LL. D,, without inquiring over.care. |

fally into his qualifications for the title. Brains
may be below par, education at a discount ;
but it matters not. Like charity, the Doctor’s
diploma covers a multitade of sins. It makes
little difference what the deficiences of the re-
cipient may be; the mystical letters, backed up
by a sheet of vellum, fairly engrossed in Latin,
excuse them all. They are necessary to cap
the climax of scholastic diguity and ecclesinsti-
cal worth in the eyes of an ignoble crowd.

But we know that “ familisrity begets con-
tempt ;" and the lavish rate at which doctor-
ates have been conferred of late yeara ia cer-
tainly not calenlated to evhance their value.
If this state of thinga continues, the qnestion
will soon be, not “ Who is a Doctor?” but
“Who is not a Doctor?” and the untitled
man will be the more remarkable, ané there-
fore in a measure the more honorable cf the
twa. The fact is already beginning to be felt ;
82 much so, that some of our clergy have even
declined the proffered degree. The market has
beén glutted, and, as a necessary consequence,
the demand has in a measure ceased,

Moreover, it is not alone the number of those
who have been made Doctors, but in many cares
their manifest unfitness, that has brought the
degree into dierepute. It was recently stated
in the Congregationalist that a letter had been
received from a gentleman created Doctor of
Diyinity this summer, which abounded in errora
of spelling, grammar, and punctuation. Suoch
cages are not rare ; and even when there is no
such pgross ignorance of the rudimentary
branches, there is too often a lack of that hich
learning which distingnishes a man above his
fellows. If the title of DocTor means anything,
it means learned man, and should be bestowed
only where there is learning to jnstify it.

It behnovea our Colleges and Universities to
seg to this, and, in conferring their honors, use
more discrimination than they have done du-
ring the past three or four years, A degree is
very properly bestowed upon such s are really
eminent for legal learning, echolarship, or the.
ological acumen. It is & token that the world
appreciates their labors, and respects assiduity
and talent. But the moment that such honors
bacome insignificant, by reason of their com-
monuess, or, being confmcd through personal
feelings, ceare to be the rewards of special
merit, they are a mere nullity, and might better
be entirely abrogated.

It is the duty of every Trustee utterly to ig-
nore friendship and faver in this matter, and 10
be governed exclusively by high and honorable
motives. No matter how popular & man may
be, no matter how prominent 4 position he may
oceupy, no matter how much he may have done
for this denomination or that institution, he
should not, for any such reasons, be dignified
with an honorary degree. Proficiency in law,
theology, science, language, or gencral learning,
should be & sine qua non, a condition insisted
upon with no varisbleness or shadow of turn.
ing.

The ease with which our honorary degrees
are obtained, and the curious results to which

our minds a good story, which may be profitable
ag well as entertaining.

Some years ago, the University of St. An-
drews, one of the most famouns in Scotland, hav-
ing rather a lean treasury, determined to re-
plenish it by a new branch of commerce, and
announced that it would sell its Dactors' De.
grees at £20 apiece. Many took advan age of
this liberal offer; and among the rest, a cer
tain minister, who thought his services would
be more acceptable to his flock, were he pos-
scssed of a handle to his name, put the required
sam in his purse, and went up to St. Andrews
to purchase the coveted honor.

" A man servant accompanied him, and was
present when his master, having previously
footed the bill, was formally presented with the
officisl parchment.

On his return home, the new Doctor sent for
his servant, and addressed him as follows :

* Noo, 8andy, ye'll ays be sure to ca’ me the
Daoctor ; and gin onybody spiers at ye about
me, ye'll be sure to say, The Doctor’s in his
study, or the Doctor's engaged, or the Doctor
will see ye in a cruck, as the case may be.”’

- “That a' depends,” replied Sandy, “on
wuether ye ca' me the Doctor, too.” The rev-
erened Doctor etared. *‘ Aye, its just so,” con-
tinued the other, * for when I foond it cost sae
little, I e’en got a diploma mysel. Sae ye'll

just be good enough to say, * Doctor, put on

some coals ; or, Docter, bring me the whiskey.’
And gin onybody n’Fien at ye aboul me, ye'll
uye be sure to say, The Doctor’s in the pantry,
yr the Doctor's in the stable, or the Doctor’s
digging potatoes, as the case may be.”"—dmer-
wean Educator.

Pavive Torr.—* The principal avenue of

our city,” writea a learned friend in Detroit,
“has a toll-gate just by the Elmwood Cemetery
zoad. As the cemetery had been laid out some

time previous to the construction of the plank
road, it was made one of the conditions of the

pompany’s charter, that all funeral processions
il):ould go back sud forth free, One day, as

Dr. Price, a celebrated physician, stopped to
pay his toll, he remarked 10 the gate-keeper—
* Considering the benevolent character of

our profession, I think you ought to let ug
free of clurge:" i

“ No, no, Doctor,” the keeper readily replied,
* we couldn’t afford that. You send too many

The Doctor paid his toll, and nevér asked

.any favor after that,

D&, Livixaaroxs ox A¥rica.—The Africans
Yeople a8 only another tribe
attempt to tell what their
numbers may be, they put me the question—
_“ Are they as many as a cloud of locusts?
Ii 1 say yes, they ask further, whether, if each
of the white people were to take a locust into

men a8 to the probable action of the needle on |
board such a mass of iron; hat probably the ;
plan of Dr. Scoresby will be resorted to, as well ,
also as that of the astronomer royal. The first *

standard
feet above the deck, and the other fixed

they might understand
:ﬁ,nnculy and effectually, a sufficient
- 'l ‘-l 'Q

isto carry & compass about thirty-two |
to
magoels near the compass, that they may neu-

his hand, they would finish the whole cloud ?
O course I say I think they would,
Then they will add—
“Your Queen must be very rich, indeed, when
st e
s yes,” Lreply, “she is exocedingly rich,”
Aod | am asked— i

their promiscuous bestowal leads, brings to |

“ Has shg many cows 7"

A qnestion I really could never answer; and
when [ mention the fact that I have never seen
the Queen, they say—

“ What sort of people must you be, never to
have seen your chief?”

A great many other questions show the samae
kind of ignorance respecting us. Many Euro-

n gentlemen have gone to that country to
uat; but, as the Africans have no idea of
sport, they wonder to sece gentlemen working
0 hard for a little dry antelope meat, and they
put the question to me—

* Have your friends no mest at home? "

Not wishing my friends to appear in such a
light, T say—

** These gentlemen could have beef every day
of their lives, if they liked ;” but they reply to
me—

* Ah, you know better.” [Laughter.)

When English people think about Africa,
they imagine that all the Africans are like the
specimens we have in front of tha tobaceoniats’
shops. This isnot the case at all. That is the
real negro type that is ouly to be found in the
lowest part of the populstion. The people
generally are pot altogether black. Many of
them are olive color, or of the color of coffee
and milk, and ususlly the higher grades of
society are of this lighter color. Iimagine that
the type we cee on the nncient Egyptinn monu-
ments i8 more near the type of the cenmtral
population than the tobacco-shop variety,

THE WESTMINSTER REVIEW ON FEMALE
FASHIONS,

Tke ques'ion of the present fashion of
women’s dress is discussed by the Westminaler
Review in u pithy article’ef the October number.
Most of the statements of the writer will suit
the meridian of Washington as well a3 of Lon-
don. He is especially savage on

THE BONNET OF 157

Glancing st the fashions for 1857, what do
we see?  On the head is a something, the pur-
pose of which it would be difficult to discover
by reason; a structure of silk or straw, adorn-
ed with flowers, ribbon, and lace, erowded on
the angle of the jaws and the nape of the neck,
and with ita fore part just reaching the crown
of the head. We have Mr, Spurgeon’s aathor-
ity for the effoct to the eye of the spectator in
front. Being advised to preach against the
prevailing folly in head.gear, he paused as he
stood upon the platform, locked around him,
and said: ‘I have been requested to rebuke
the bonnets of the day, but, upon my word, |
do ot see any.' This is the bonnet of 1857,
pinned to the head in some troublesome way,
leaving the face exposed in a manner which
one need not be a Turkish parent to disapprove,
and causing the hair to he powdered with dust,
and the head and face to be alternately heated
aud chilled by sun and wind, g0 that the physi-
ciang are easily believed, when they declare
that cases of eyedisease, of toothache, and
veuralgic paing of the head and face, are be-
yond all precedent in their practice. For MAnY
months past, English women, and the ladies of
America, where the extremes of heat and cold
are greater than with us, have been subjecting
themselves to the inconveniences of going out
bareheaded, with the added annoyance of an
apparatus which heats and worries the back of
the neck. The broad-brimmed hata are a piece
of good sense in the midst of a mass of folly.
Punch, and other satirists, may quiz the hat as
a device for looking young; but the ridicule
tonches ouly the elderly wearers, and leaves the
hat unimpeached.

Some guizzical apecimens, plumed and berih.
boned, and so turned up and twisted sbout as to
serve no more useful purposes than the prevail-
ing bounet, may be seen here and thera: but
the simple original hat, with a brim which
shades the eyes, and a crown which protects
the head, iz worthy of all approbation, while it
18 e X0 din;:l:.' becoming o young wearers. As
to older people—if they sansibly decline wesr-
ing the bounet which exposes their gray hair
1o the very erown, and feel that the hat s too

Jaunty—why do they not recur to the indigen-
cua, serviceable, hecoming, unohjectionable
English struw bhonnet of all times? Not the
fancy chip, or the open shell work of Etraw,
filled up with ailk, but the vortitable siraw fabric
(Tuscan or Dunstsble, at plessure) which will
outlnst ull changes of fashion in a elimate like
oura, There is no oceasion to wear it in a
coal-scattle fsahion, like holy district visiters,
#0 that & picus womnn i3 always to be looked
fur at the end of n long bovnet: nor do the
milliners insist on all ladies going bareheaded.
The straw bonnet admits of all ressonable modi-

fications ; and that of five years ago, enclosing
the face modestly, and covering the head com.
fortably, gratified good tasta then, while it antis-
fies sound reason now. Iustead of it, we daily
see old ladies in one of two extremes—either
their lank jaws are exposed by the dark Atringa
of o slouchinz hat, or their wrinkled faces and
groy hair are encompassed with blonde and
artificial flowers, a8 the trimming of the littla
excrescence calied a bonnet in our day, One
would think that no woman conld fail to per-
ceive that wreaths and garlands are a youthiul
adornment, and that no oune should wear arti
ficial lowera who could not fittingly dreas fper
hair with patural oues; yet we see dowagera
with roses and foliage clustering around their
cheeks at every turn.

He is milder on

THE MANTLE

The mantle is perhaps the best idea among
the fashions of the day, and now and then we
see one worn by a sensible womun, which ful-
fils all reassonable conditions: but the majori-
ty of them are g0 made as to partake of all the
disadvantages of the existing gpown., 1t used
to be thonght, and it will be thought again,
that everything in the cloak way loses its char-
acter, and therefore its tnstefulpess, by being
fitted to the figure. A modern mantle, which
is confined at the waist, and has sleeves insert-
ed in a tight armhole, is certainly not a verita-
ble mantle, whatever else it may be; and when
we see it, as in this summer of 1357, cat down
to a mere band sround the chest, extending no
higher than the point of the shoulder, and tarn-
ing ioto a sleeved jacket below, we have no
more to say a8 & reapectable member of the
maatles tribe.  Bat to respectability in the eyea
of taste, it usually forfeita 8!l pretension by its
parade of ornamentation. Iis fringes, and Gy-
gles, and braide, and gimps, and laces, and but-
tons—its frillings, and quillings, and puffings,
aud edgings, and slashings, sre too meretri-
cious for any garment of the cloak order, or for
permanent fashion, though this article is per-
haps the least objectionable of the whole suit
now favored Ly the fashionable caprice of the
day.
Hut he grows frantic at the extravagance

and ugliness of

THE MODERN GOWN

The madnees runs riot in the gown, (to use
the old fashioned word, which is more dis-
tinctive than the technical use of the term
‘“dress.”) Tke consciousness of the whole
public enablez us to be brief on this head.
When we enter on the topic of the gowns of
1857, every reader’s ‘ prophetic soul” warns
him what auimadversion to expect on tight
waists, bare shoulders and arms, cumbrous and
encrosching skirts, and an apparatus for their
management, which is in every way objection-
able, -

The cosiliness, the clumsiness, the ugliness,
the aiffectation, the siiffness, the noisiness, the
complete reversal of the objects and attributes
of dress in the * dress,” evening and mornin »
of the present fashion, scems to be general y
admitted ; therefore, we shall not insist on them
at any length. The plain facts of the case are
these : The gown of 1857 is made of the moat
expensive materials obtainable. Ladies who
used to dress handsomely on thirty pounds a
yesr, now find that sum insufficient for their
gowne alone; and middle class young ladies,
who have hitherto been satiafied with twenty
pounds & year, are now driven to their wits'
end to keep up with the mode at all; and th
have recourse to cheap showy silks that will not

last, or light gauze materials requiring a style




